prehistoric times, caravans like these have wound
their crawling way through the gorges of the
Khyber. They have been raided, scattered,
looted; yet the trade goes steadily on. Com-
merce has a habit of outliving its despoilers.

Before reaching the Loargi plateau, the highest
point in the Khyber, \ve pass several villages of
the Zakka Khel Afridis. We whirl past women
with earthen jars or bundles of faggots balanced
on their heads. As we turn to look at them,
they draw their black cloaks over their faces.
They are accustomed to seeing Feringhis whirl
by in high-powered cars and pay little more
attention to us than to a string of burbling
camels. But their baggy pantaloons of scarlet
cloth are a reminder that life has its exciting
moments for them, as well as for the British
soldiers who garrison the forts on the sur-
rounding peaks. When there is a blood-feud
raging, as there is most of the time, these flaming
ted trousers are the best protection that the
women of the Zakka Khel have. Among the
border tribesmen it is considered a disgrace to
shoot a woman. But were it not for this age-
old custom of having the women wear panta-
loons of scarlet, how could a sniper crouching
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